Death has his hand on our throat,

Nought can save us at last from that sure close grasp*

His triumph draws steadily nigh.

Yet Thou, O our God,

Hast been through with it too:

Thou hast suffered the worst, and been strong:

Thou, too, hast been swept from the raft:

Thou, too, hast in agony waited and watched

As the slow waters rose inch by inch:

Thou, too, hast been stifled at last in the dark.

Be with us, our God,

Make us strong with Thy strength,

Unafraid at the last with Thy courage.

IN this white still moonlight,
Alone on the hill-top,
With the quiet forest around,
I pray Thee, O Father,
Make me Thy man
In truth and in deed:

Drive -far from my soul

All sordid ambition,

All slackness in service of Thee:

Fill me with youth, with power, with joy,
That all I have, all I am
May be Thine.
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